WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY
To Daniel Gregory Mason
CHICAGO, March 13, 1898. DEAR DAN:
. . . Thanks for Dunn's poem: I found it delightfully rapt and Keatsian: its vagueness is not annoying, for it is the vagueness of youth. (I wish you could see a picture I have over my desk at this moment — an Antonelli da Messina — a boy's face full of mystical yearning, set in a background of dim trees.) Apropos of verses, the Atlantic has taken my Good Friday Night. The Bard [Miss Peabody] tells me, with "valorous" tears, that Copeland refuses to put out her book before fall, which I suppose is preliminary to the crawl direct. Sunt lachrymae rerum.
About April i, Moody arrived in New York and took a room at 109 Waverley Place. He was working hard on his edition of Milton, but also found time to write out the " Masque of Judgment" in somewhat tentative and fragmentary form. This he read to me in Boston, early in June. He returned to Chicago for the summer and autumn quarters' teaching, spent the Christmas holidays in Boston, and in the first days of 1899 estab-
99it is mud — sky, lake, boulevard, factory, flat, one featureless contiguity of Mud — to say nothing of People and their Insides.
